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you  DON'T  NEED  SPECIAL 
POWERS  OF  PERCEPTION  TO 
KNOW  WHAT  EVIL  LURKS  IN 
THE  HEARTS  OF  MEN. 


WALKS  ACROSS 
THEIR  FACES. 


LEAPS  FROM  THI 
OPEN  MOUTHS. 


THEY  BURNISH  IT  TO  A 
HISH  SHINE  AND  SET  IT  IN 
THEIR  FRONT  WINDOWS. 


THEY  JUST  DON'T 
CALL  IT  EVIL. 


"THE  SHAPOW 
KNOWS?" 


^  1  MEAN,  IN  THE  ^ 

LAST  ISSUE  THEY  SAID  YOU 

COULD  TURN  INVISIBLE  AND 

^ _ WALK  UP  WALLS.^ 

AND  LOOK  AT  ' 

r  THIS  ONE.  IT  SAYS  YOU  > 
SHOT  A  SUY  SO  MANY  TIMES 
YOU  SAWED  HIS  BODY  IN  , 
V  HALF  BEFORE  IT  HIT  J 
THE  SROUNP. 


7  HAHA.  WELL,  yOU'EE  IN  GOOD 

SHAPE  THERE.  ON  THE  STREET 
k  THEy  TREAT  THIS  TRASH  . 
LIKE  IT'S  THE  TIMES.X 


roft  THIS  IS  NOTHINgT^®^^-3^^®! 
I  I  GOT  THROUGH  WAR  ANPv^  IT'S  ALL  IN  ^ 
I  PEACE  GOING  CROSSTOWN  THE  PERIPHERALS, , 
.  THE  OTHER  MORNING.  a.  yOU  KNOW?  J 


THE 

SHAPOW! 


MY  LB6/ 
WHY  CAN'T 
X  FEEL  My 
.  LES?  . 


PON'T  HUET. 
WHy  PON'T 
LJT  HUET?, 


THE  ROMERCi^^B 
f  GANG  MEETS  AT  THAT  1 
'  WAREHOUSE  AFTER  EVERy  ' 
JOB,  SPLITS  UP  THE  SOOPS, 
CHOPS  THE  TRUCK  FOR 
L  PARTS.  SOMETIMES  TWO  i 
L  OR  THREE  TIMES  A 
A  WEEK. 


THAT'S  THE  THINS,  SHAPOW.  THE  ROMERO  SANS 
^WASN'T  THERE  TONIGHT  BECAUSE  THE  ROMERO  J 
^N^SANS  QUIT.  EVERy  LAST  ONE  OF  'EM. 

BB6£&7  /  7  THEy  WENT  TO  '''\ 

»  7  /  [  WORK  AT  THAT  NEW  CAR 

FACTORy.  LOTS  OF  TOUSH 
I  /  s'  \  SUyS  HANGING  UP  THEIR 

Y\  V\\  BLACKJACKS  FOR  , 
HHI/AVv&y  \>_THAT  PLACE;^^ 


r  OH,  HE  DON'tI 
WORK  THE  POOR 
THERE  ANYMORE, 
BOSS.  TOOK  A 
.  FACTORYJOB, 
^  I  HEAR.  ^ 


WITH  THAT  VOOPOO 
MASTER  CAPER  i 
^  UPSTATE-- 
►  AND  WE 

W  DON'T  EXACTLY  ' 
HAVE  REGULAR 
■m  BOARD  MEETINGS,, 
^^YOU  KNOWT^y 


™  YEAH,  HOW  DID  ^ 
YOU  KNOW?  LOOK  AT  1 
ME  WONDERING.  ACCORDING 
.  TO  THIS  RAG  YOU  CAN  , 
^  REAP  MINDS.  A 


r  ip  FORD  BUILDS  CARS  FOR  \ 

THE  WORKING  MAN,  RICHTER  IS 
AIMING  LOWER.  PUTS  HIS  ONLY  BUlBi 
V  DEALERSHIP  IN  THE  SLUMS. 

HE  HIRES  LOWLIFES  AND^^ 
mmrnf  SELLS  TO  THE  GREAT  UNWASHED. 
BPl  LIKE  HE'S  GOING  OUT  OF  HIS  WAY 
■P\  TO  BYPASS  THE  UPPER  CRUST,  . 
V.  HELL,  THE  MIDDLE  CRUST^/ 


f  AS  FOR  JERICHO,  I  DON'T  KNOW  WHAT  ^ 

WOULD  MAKE  A  MAN  QUIT  A  CAKE  JOB  LIKE 
.  DOORMAN  TO  GO  SWEAT  IN  A  FACTORY, 
VTi BUT  YOU  CAN  ASK  HIM  YOURSELF.^1 


7^  X  HEAR  IT'S 
'  ACTUALLY  A  REALLY  1 
SWANK  PLACE.  NOT  FROM 
HIM,  OF  COURSE.  DRUKE 
V  IS  A  QUIET  MAN  FOR  , 

VJthe  most  PAR-n^y4 


^TAKE  A  WHITE^ 
MAN'S  JOB  AWAY, 
L  WILL  YA? 


rWE'LL  SHOW  YOU' 
WHERE  YOU  BELONS, 
V _ DARKIE. _ 


"sahhF 


r  THE  OTHER  ^ 
euys  sot  broken 

BONES  OR  SPLIT 
FACES.  WHICH  ONE  / 
YOU  WANT?  li 


NEIGHBORHOOD  WITH  SOMETHING. 

LET  'EM  KNOW  WHAT  THEY  GET 
.  WHEN  THEY  COME  AROUND  , 
ME  AND  MY  FAMILY.^ - d 


f  TH-THE  FACE/ \ 
I  GUESS.  I  GOTTA 
BE  ABLE  TO  WALK 
TO  WORK  THE  RAG 

Land  bone  cartw 


f  ONLY  HAPPENS  1 

r  COUPLE  TIMES  A  1 
WEEK.  PLENTY  OF 
GUYS  OUT  OF  WORK 
GET  FRUSTRATED 
l  WHEN  THEY  SEE  > 
X  A  MAN  GOING  J 
TO  A  JOB.  ^ 


^  I  SUPPOSE.  ^ 
OR  A  CHINAMAN  OR 
A  GUINEA  OR  A  MICK. 
■  PICK  A  SLUR.  TJ, 
LONG  AS 

r  SOMEONE'S  OUT  1 
OF  WORK/  THEY  GOT 
TIME  TO  BUILD  UP 
I  ANGER  FOR  l 
k.  ANYBODY. 


r  I  WENT  OVER  \ 
TO  RICHTER  TO  SEE 
WHAT  HAPPENED  TO 
.  MY  BABY  COUSIN  , 
^  WALTER.  ^ 


I'M  NOT  TALKING  ABOUT  THE  CAR, 

.  SIR.  I'M  TALKING  ABOUT  . 
^  _  THE  DEALERSHIP.  ^4 


OF  COURSE,  BUT  N. 
f  I  SHOULD  WARN  YOU, 
OUR  LATEST  RICHTERS  ARE 
QUITE  POPULAR.  THERE'S  A 
V  WAITING  LIST  OUT  TO  , 
NEXT  YEAR. _ 


|r  a/ELL,  THAT'S^ 
r  UNEXPECTED,  BUT* 
CERTAINLY  NICE  TO 
HEAR.  MY  NAME'S 
.  WILSON,  I  OWN 


ARNAUP. 

HENRY  ARNAUP. 


T  CAN'T  ^ 
THIS  WAIT, 
.WILSON’ 


NO,  SIR,  I  DON'T  ^ 
{  THINK  SO.  SOME  FELLOW  ~ 
CAME  AROUND  THE  SHOWROOM 
ASKING  QUESTIONS— 

L  QUESTIONS  ABOUT  i 
YOU. 


I  MEAN,  IT  WAS  LIKE  ” 
I  WAS  PRBAM/NS  OR  SOMETHIN©. 
MY  HEAD  SEEMED  TO  WEISH  A  TON. 
^  COULDN'T  MOVE  AT  ALL. _ 

I  KEPT  HEARING 

■9  HIS  VOICE  IN  THE  DISTANCE,  \ 
LIKE  THUNDER  SOMEWHERE  M 
FAR  OFF.  InM 

f  If  NEXT  THIN©  \»'i » 
J  I  KNOW,  I'M  IN  MY  WMM 
\  OFFICEANDTHE  Mfi 
V  ©Uy'S  SONS. 


^AND  WHAT  DID/ 
THIS  MySTERy  MAN 
.  WANT  TO  KNOW  ABOUT 
L.  ME,  WILSON?/ 


/I  DON'T  KNOW, 

~  BOSS.  I  SWEAR  I 
DON'T  REMEMBER.  I  JUST 
THOUGHT  I  SHOULD  TELL 
.  you  AS  SOON  AS  , 
POSSIBLE. 


THAT'S  JUST  IT—  ^ 
7  PONT  KNOW.  WE  WERE 
TALKING  ABOUT  THE  CARS 
WHEN  ALL  OF  THE  SUDDEN 
NOTHINGS  GOT  FOGGy.  ^ 


CALM  ™ 
yOURSELF,  WILSON, 
you  DID  THE  RIGHT 


/YOU  REALIZE/ 
OF  COURSE,  THAT 
My  OPERATION  IS 
,  AT  A  CRITICAL 

AND  I 

■T  7  CAN'T  RISK 
IN  SOMETHING 

■Bw  like  this 

■u  HAPPENING  , 
AGAIN. 


^  I'M  TAILING  ONE  OF  ^ 
~  THOSE  NEW  RICHTER  MODELS  ~ 
ON  THE  BIG  MAN'S  ORDERS,  BUT 
THE  DRIVER'S  RUN  AFOUL  OF 
V  ONE  OF  THOSE  JOBLESS  y 
> _ GANGS. _ ^ 


►  A '.BSP  ON  HIM,  ’ 

SHREWY.  THE  SHAPOWS 
SET  TO  CHECK  IN  AT  THE 
t  TOP  OF  THE  HOUR.  , 


/o  \  pi 
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HOW  MANY  1 
BLOOMERS  YOU 
SOTTA  BOIL  TO 
EARN  A  SET  OF 
WHEELS  LIKE 


AT,  HUH?  1  > 

PROBABLY  VV\  { 

M  ROLLEP  SOME  K  /  \  L- 1 

y\  hopheap  for  the  \k  y'/A  Ly* 

V  CABBASE. 
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WHPiPiFi' 

KL1JNK- 


rT 

\TwC'  WS, 

f/f  [  r'Sf 

mm 

\  7  /Jsi 

JWTru; 

1 

Pmc-W1 

9  I'M  STARTING  TO  • 
SHARE  YOUR  OPINION. 
HOW  MUCH  HIGHER  UP 
PO I  HAVE  TO  GO, 

|  ANYWAY?  <S 


BURBANK/  ^ 
Hy  AM  I  POINS 
THIS  ASAIN?  j 


3  I'M  A  GIANT 
MONKEY  SHORT  OF 
BEING  TAKEN  FOR 
FAY  WRAY  UP 


^  MISS  LANE,  ^ 

YOU  AREN'T  ACTUALLy 
CLIMBING  THE  TOWER 

v"  are  you?  ^ 


THE  CONTEST  WAS  Z 
YOUR  IPEA,  MISS  LANE, 

ANP  THE  SHAPOW  IS  ALREAPY 
TIEP  UP  WITH  RICHTER  HIMSELF. 
IT'S  UP  TO  US  TO  GET  THOSE 
CARS  OFF  THE  STREET.  <£ 


KNOW  HOW  I  FEEL 
,  ABOUT  HEIGHTS. 


•  GET  TOO  HIGH  * 
UP  THERE  ANP  THOSE 
RAPIO  WAVES  WOULP 
COOK  YOU  LIKE  A 
THANKSGIVING  M 
►  TURKEY.  I 


YOU'RE  ON, 
BURBANK. 


9  NO.  JUST  CUP  1 

THE  RIG  I  GAVE  YOU 
TO  ANY  METALLIC  PART 
OF  THE  TOWER'S 
BASE.  C 


^  NOW 
HE  TELLS 
. ME.  . 


?  POESN'T  MATTER  V. 
WHERE  YOU  TOUCH  IT. 

I  CAN  PIGGYBACK  MY 
SIGNAL  OVERALL  THE 
MAJOR  RAPIO 
STATIONS  ONCE  I'M  f 
>  _  CONNECTEP. 


|fo  5  eeiEOll 
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H)^  LADIES  AND  m 

GENTLEMEN,  WE  INTERRUPT  ^ 
>  OUR  REGULAR  PROGRAMMING  TO 
BRING  YOU  THE  MOST  ASTOUNDING 
»  OFFER  IN  THE  HISTORY  OF 
^  AMERICAN  COMMERCE.  — 


9  THIS  MESSAGE  IS  DIRECTED  • 
AT  OWNERS  OF  THE  SMASHING  NEW 
RICHTER  AUTOS  YOU'VE  ALL  SEEN 
ON  THE  STREETS  OF  NEW  YORK 


OF  LATE. 


i  WELL,  TO  REWARD  HIS  LOYAL  > 

CUSTOMERS,  MR.  RICHTER  HIMSELF 
.  IS  OFFERING  ONE  MILLION 
_  DOLLARS  TO  ONE  OF  HIS 
2_l_PROUD  AUTO  OWNERS. 


MERELY  BRING  YOUR 
RICHTER  TO  THE  EAST 
RIVER  PIERS  JUST 
OFF  THE  BATTERY 
BY  MIDNIGHT  a 
TONIGHT.  — V 


YOU  HEARD 
RIGHT,  FOLKS. 
ONE  MILLION 
,  DOLLARS. 


ONE  LUCKY  OWNER 
WILL  BE  SELECTED  TO 
WIN  A  MILLION  DOLLARS  FROM 
MR.  RICHTER'S  PERSONAL  , 
FORTUNE.  MUST  BE 


NOT  A  RICHTER^Il 
w  OWNER?  SPREAD  THE 
WORD  TO  FRIENDS  AND 
FAM/L  Y  WHO  MA  Y  BE,  FOR 
THEY  COULD  BECOME 
^  NEW  YORK'S  NEXT 
W  MILLIONAIRE /  W 


i)  THIS  MESSAGE  M 
WILL  BE  REPEATED  FOR 
THE  NEXT  TWO  HOURS  IN  THE 
HOPES  OF  REACHING  EVERY 
SOUL  WHO  MAY  QUALIFY. 

DO  NOT  DELAY!  # 


you 

J  HEAR  THAT,  1 
)  BOYS ?  IT'S  NOT  1 
|  ENOUSH  THAT 
HE  ©IVES  'EM 
1  JOBS,  ANP  J 
L  SELLS  'EM  A 

cars- 

T. NOW  RICHTER^ 
WANTS  TO  MAKE 
ONE  OF  THESE 
.  MONKEYS  A 
^MILLIONAIRE// 


r  WE  JUST 
WANT  TO  SO  HOME, 
v  MISTER. 


re  ET  BACK  BEHIND  ^ 
THEM  SATES  OR  WE'LL 
SEND  YOU  TO  THE  SWEET 
HEREAFTER/  Z — u 


YEAH/ 


THE 

SHADOW! 


'  BOy,  THAT  STINGS.  COULPA  1 

USEP  ONE  OF  THESE  WHEN  I 
WAS  THE  OTHER  SIPE  OF  THE 
L  LAW.  MIGHT  NEVER  HAVE  i 
^^(SONE  STRAIGHT.^ 


h  \n^S^ 

gffiw/Hij 
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LOOKED  FORWARDS  MM 
~  TO  TESTING  MYSELF  AGAINST  \ 

AN  EQUAL.  EVEN  THE  ARYANS  M 
v  I  FACE  HERE  ARE  OF  JH 
k.  |  LOWER  STOCK. 

Hr  by  my  own 

/  DESIGN,  I  REALIZE, 

BUT  EVEN  WITH  MY  WAR 
i  WOUNDS,  THEY  DO 
4  NOT  OFFER  MUCH 

=3^-7 

/'  A.  CUT  ME  LOOSE 

I^EIi  /  \  V  AND  SEE.  , 


■"a  negro .  j 

^  HOW 
DISAPPOINTING. 


r  I  WANT  TO  KNOW^^^B 
WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  MY  \  ^ 
KIN  WHO  WALKED  IN  HERE  ■ 
.  AND  NEVER  WALKED 
OUT. 

I  WANT  TO^^^ 
/  KNOW  WHAT  YOUR  1 
SAME  IS,  SETTING  FOLKS 
^B  AGAINST  EACH  OTHER 
WITH  JOBS  AND  CARS  , 
^B  \k_AND  MONEY.  \A 


^SETTING  FOLKSN 
'AGAINST  EACH  OTHER? 

MY  BOY,  THAT'S 
K^CAPITALISM.^^S 
THAT'S  THE^N 
(  MOTHER'S  MILK  \ 
OF  THIS  COUNTRY, 

J,  MILK  IT  SHALL  B 
\  CHOKE  ON.  J— 


r  THIS  is  where  > 

YOUR  KIN  WOUND  UP— 
WHERE  THE  LOWLIFES 
.  MET  THEIR  FIERY 
_ £nd. 


/  s  or  too  > 

I  CLOSE  TO  MY 
PLAN.  SOME 
FAILED  TO 
WORK  TO  MY 
EXPECTATIONS. 
SOME  SIMPLY 
i  SLAKED  MY 
k  THIRST  FOR 


JOT  JUST  ^ 
'  YOUR  KIND,  BUT  1 
ALL  THE  MONGRELS, 
THE  CRIMINALS, 

.  THE  PERVERTS  AND  , 
L-  DEVIANTS.  \A 


'SIMPLY  INDUSTRIALIZING  THE  MURDER 

.  OF  SIMPLETONS  IS  INSUFFICIENT 
V  PUNISHMENT  FOR  THIS  IMPUDENT  / 
COUNTRY. 

MY  FACTORY  WILL 
1  TURN  THE  CITIZENS  OF  THIS 
J  WEAK-KNEED  DEMOCRACY 
X  AGAINST  ONE  ANOTHER^^M 


AND  WHEN  MY  COUNTRYMEN  OVERRUN  THIS 
CORRUPT  NATION,  I  WILL  ALREADY  BE  HERE, 
V  RULING  OVER  THE  SYSTEM  I  BROKE  WITH 
^>>_BIJT  A  FEW  RIOTS,  A  MASS  MURDER-- 

I  I  W  If  A  FURNACE^ 

.  •  vU  Y  Mrki PULi  OF  mud 

\  ^  I  -y  /A  PenPi  e  ) 


m Am' 


r  I  WON'T  ” 
WASTE  MY  CHIVALRy 
C  ON  A  BEAST. 


r-  BUT  I  (V/U\ 
r  ALLOW  yOU  TO  ' 
STOKE  THE  ENGINE 
.  OF  My  GREAT  , 
^  MACHINE. _ X 


UNSH! 


W  SOOD  TO  ^ 
f  SEE  SO  MANY  OF  ' 
YOU  FINE  FOLKS  HERE 
TONISHT  FOR  OUR 
CONTEST.  THANK  YOU 
FOR  PARKINS  AS 
"V.  DIRECTED. 


NOW  IF  YOU  ^ 
COULD  ALL  LINE  UP 
HERE  ON  THE  SHORE 
SIDE  OF  THE  PIER 
L  WE'LL  PICK  A  , 


PLEASE  BE  PATIENT. 


THAT’S 
OUR  CUE. 


rCLEAR  OUT^ 
OF  HERE,  YOU 
BUMS/  IT'S  A 
L  STICK-UP/  a 


1 

1 
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r  pear  sop,  ^ 
WHAT  A  GRUESOME 
FELLOW.  ARE  yOU 
A  POLICEMAN  OF 
SOME  SORT?j| 


(T  :rofton,  you^^ 
"just  happen  to  carry 
ENOUGH  DYNAMITE  TO 
k  SINK  A  PIER  ON 
YOU? 


YOU  THINKl 
THIS  WILL  WORK? 

.  DID  WE  GET  ALL  / 
L.  OF  THEM?  J 


DON'T  WORRY, 

"  MISS  LANE.  THESE  V 
THINGS  ARE  BUILT  LIKE 
CRACKER  BOXES.  NO 
WAY  THEIR  ELECTRICAL 
,  SYSTEMS  HOLD  UP  TO  , 
L  THIS  BRACKISH  A 
WATER. 


r  EVEN  IF  THE  LOON  ” 
MANAGES  TO  SEND  A  REMOTE 
SIGNAL,  THE  DETONATORS 
WON'T  CRANK. _ . 


LEAST 
I  HOPE. 


r  but  i  see  > 
MY  BISBNMANN 
HAS  BEEN  WORSE 
^TO  YOURS,  y 


/A/2^ 


r  ’ERHAPS  My  ^ 
EARLIER  DEFEAT  WAS 
A  MATTER  OF  BUMP  , 
^k.  LUCK-  ^4 


THE  "TRASH"  DON'T  STAY 
L  DOWN  WHERE  IT'S  > 
^  THROWN.  J 
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PAGE  ONE 

PANEL  ONE: 

Circa  1936.  This  is  classic  pulpy  Shadow  prime  beef. 

SHADOW  CAP:  You  don't  need  special  powers  of  perception  to  know  what  evil  lurks 
in  the  hearts  of  men. 

PANEL  TWO: 

Low  angle  on  The  Shadow  using  a  fire  escape  or  gutter  pipe  or  something  to  control  his  fall 
as  he  vaults  down  the  side  of  a  dilapidated  warehouse. 

SHADOW  CAP:  It  doesn't  lurk. 

PANEL  THREE: 

Closer  on  the  Shadow  as  he  carefully  noses  through  a  shattered  window,  his  guns  drawn. 
SHADOW  CAP:  It  walks  across  their  faces. 

SHADOW  CAP:  It  stands  on  their  shoulders. 

SHADOW  CAP:  It  leaps  from  their  open  mouths. 

PANEL  FOUR: 

Wider  shot.  We  can  see  The  Shadow  is  stalking  across  a  catwalk  inside  a  large  warehouse. 
Its  dark  and  maze-like.  Have  fun.  He's  headed  for  a  small  wooden  door  at  the  end  of  the  cat- 
walk  near  the  top  of  the  wall,  like  a  portal  between  two  sides  of  the  large  building  which  is 
separated  by  a  brick  wall,  now  shut,  (see  ref  pic  attached) 

SHADOW  CAP:  Men  don't  hide  their  evil  at  all. 

SHADOW  CAP:  They  burnish  it  to  a  high  shine  and  set  it  in  their  front  windows. 
SHADOW  CAP:  They  prune  and  feed  it  to  keep  it  in  bloom. 

PANEL  FOUR: 

Behind  The  Shadow  as  he  kicks  the  rotted  wood  door  open  with  his  heel,  shattering  it. 

SFX:  Kroom! 


SHADOW  CAP:  They  just  don't  call  it  evil. 
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PAGE  TWO 

PANEL  ONE: 

Money  shot.  The  Shadow  dives  through  the  splintered  door  and  down  toward  the  camera, 
his  guns  forward  and  gleaming. 

SHADOW  CAP:  But  I  know. 

SHADOW:  Hahahahaha! 

PANEL  TWO: 

The  Shadow  lands  in  the  center  of  the  empty  warehouse.  Medium  shot. 

SHADOW  CAP:  The  Shadow  knows. 

SHADOW:  Haha- 

PANEL  THREE:  The  Shadow  stands,  his  guns  at  his  side.  There's  no  one  here.  Make  it  clear 
that  he  expected  to  be  interrupting  a  criminal  enterprise  that  is  not  actually  taking  place.  The 
warehouse  is  completely  bare.  Almost  a  comical  tableau. 


SHADOW  (SMALL):  Ha. 


r 

i 

fj)  T: 

CASTING  SHADOWS 
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PAGE  THREE 

PANEL  ONE: 

Cut  to  the  streets  of  Manhattan  in  predawn  gloaming.  The  streets  are  not  busy.  Focus  on  the 
taxi  cab  of  one  of  The  Shadow's  trusted  agents,  Shrevvy.  See  ref.  We  probably  don't  see  it 
yet,  but  The  Shadow  is  Shrevvy's  fare. 

SHREVVY  (FROM  TAXI):  "The  Shadow  knows?" 

PANEL  TWO: 

Shot  through  the  windshield  to  Shrevvy  in  driver's  seat.  He's  got  his  eyebrows  raised  in  a 
confused  expression.  He's  holding  a  Pulp  magazine  over  the  steering  wheel,  reading  as  he 
drives.  The  magazine  is  called  "The  Shadow  Detective  Magazine"  and  features  a  comically 
exaggerated  version  of  The  Shadow  on  the  cover. 

SHREVVY:  You  really  say  that  sort  of  thing? 

PANEL  THREE: 

Shrevvy  looks  back  over  his  shoulder  at  The  Shadow.  There's  an  intersection  in  front  of  him, 
but  he  doesn't  seem  concerned. 

SHREVVY:  You  oughtta  ride  herd  on  this  Maxwell  Grant  guy.  I  gotta  tell  you,  some 
times  these  stories  get  pretty  weird. 

PANEL  FOUR  : 

Profile  shot  of  the  cab  as  it  weaves  through  the  intersection,  Shrevvy  barely  looking  up  from 
his  magazine. 

SHREVVY:  I  mean,  in  the  last  issue  they  said  you  could  turn  invisible  and  walk  up 
walls. 

SHREVVY:  And  look  at  this  one.  It  says  you  shot  a  guy  so  many  times  you  sawed  his 
body  in  half  before  it  hit  the  ground. 

PANEL  FIVE: 

Close  on  The  Shadow  glowering  under  his  black  brimmed  hat. 

SHADOW:  True  or  not,  the  fables  serve  my  purpose. 

SHADOW:  As  long  as  they're  sufficiently  gruesome. 


PUF. 
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